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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction. No malice is/was intended by the author. 


Okay, picture the scene. Its around 130pm, and its a typical Irish summer evening 
Yup. It's raining. Raining so hard that even the ducks have run screaming to the hills 
There's nothing on TV, and Im bored So | listen fo my Discman More to the point, Im listening to Depeche Mode 


on my Discman(You can take the girl out of the 80s.....yadda yadda yadda) The track Enjoy The Silence’ comes 
on.....and the following is the result. 


| lie here in the darkness, just watching him sleep. It's actually one of the times when | look at him, and think 
to myself; "Is it possible for one person to be so beautiful?" 


Amongst other things. 

| look at the clock thats on my bedside locker. 

2.30am. 

For once, he's actually in bed early, and what's more, he's sleeping like a baby. He's unbelievably adorable when 
he's asleep. He'd kill me for telling anyone this, but he makes this really cute noise when he's asleep, kinda like a 
gentle snoring noise. | could listen to it for hours. 

He turns over onto his back, one arm going up to rest just above his head, and sighs in his slumber. 

Damn. 


Another of my favourite sounds. 


| prop myself up on one elbow, and try not to wake him up. Just because l'm awake doesn't mean that he has 
to be. Besides, I'm enjoying the view. 


Jesus, what a view. 

His skin almost blends in with the whiteness of the sheets, making his black hair stand out even more than it 
usually does. | take a deep breath, and try not to let out a snort of laughter. For some unknown reason, it 
reminds me of pure white snow and Mae West. 

He's never been pure as the driven snow. 

And that reminded me of what Mae West once said. "| was as pure as the driven snow, but | drifted" 


It sums my baby up perfectly. 


Just as well that he's asleep. If he'd heard me call him that, I'd earn a dirty look for being so unbelievably 
‘girly’. 


| lie there, watching his chest fall and rise over and over again, and | find myself being nearly hypnotised by 


the rhythm of it. That old, familiar feeling comes over me. 
You know the one. We've all felt it at one time in our lives. 


The one that makes you feel filled with butterflies, or like walking on air, just because you've finally had the 
good fortune to find the person you want to be with forever. Or at least, for the foreseeable future. 


Yup, that one. 


A strand of his hair falls across his face, and | lift my free hand up to gently brush it away. His nose wrinkles 
up as the strand of hair tickles him, and a sleepy hand comes up to swat it away. 


So goddamn cute. 

Cue dirty look brought on by my excessive ‘girlyness’. 

One of these days I'll get too ‘girly’ in from of him, and he'll slap me upside the head for it. 

He turns to face me, and | can feel his breath on my chest, bathing me with his warmth. | shiver. 
Not because l'm cold, you understand. It's just the effect that he has on me. Now I'm getting sappy. 
He opens one eye and looks sleepily at me, bringing one hand up to rub at his other eye. 

"What's wrong, James? Can't you sleep?" 

| smile softly at him through the darkness. 

"Nah. Can't settle." 

"But it's almost 330am. How long have you been awake?" 

"Long enough. Go on, go back to sleep. I'l be fine." 

"What the fuck have you been doing while I've been sleeping?" 

| smile again as | reply: 


"Just enjoying the silence, Jonathan 


